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Inv tHe wonps of Lady Mary Wortley Montagu, “No entertainment is so cheap as reading, nor any 
pleasure so lasting.” To our readers then, Tuis WEEK presents in this bonus issue outstanding stories by four of 
America’s finest authors, beginning below with Adela Rogers St. Johns’ inspirational tale of a little boy's faith. 


SACRELEGE 


The whole community was horrified 


by a nice boy’s terrible blasphemy — until the nice boy began to talk 


By ADELA ROGERS ST. JOHNS — illustrated by Joe DeMers 


between rows of green shoots which would later, she hoped, 

be iris. She began to run. She practically fell into the living 
room, which had a heavy smell from the tall white lilies Buck had 
sent home as Easter decorations. 

The ringing stopped as she reached for the phone. She put the 
receiver back and called, “Hi— Willie.” No response. He was 
supposed to be in by this time. Spring had officially arrived, but 
night still fell early. She didn’t like him out after dark. Usually, 
he’d be at Leonard’s on the next block, but when she called Leonard 
said No he didn’t know where Willie was. Quit worrying, Buck was 
always telling her. Only trouble with Willie, he’s got too much 
imagination for his cosmos. She felt a wriggle of apprehension. Though 
Willie seemed older, they all did, he was only 10-going-on-11. 

"Willie?" she called again and went to his bedroom. It seemed 
sort of sad, the day after Easter, with no green baskets or yellow 
chickens. The Easter egg hunt had always been his favorite cele- 
bration. Better than stockings-hung-by-the-fireplace-with-care? she'd 
asked him once, and Willie, grinning, had said he liked Easter best, 
he didn't know why. But this year he'd 
been too big for a hunt. 

Hurriedly, she picked up the books on 
the floor. A comic book about King 
Arthur and his Knights of the Round Table. 
A dog-eared horror with a dripping corpse 
on the front cover which Willie knew was 
forbidden. A red letter New Testament 
he’d won as a prize for being Joseph-with- 
a-beard in the Christmas play at church. 

The windows had gone black. Why 
isn't he in? she thought. . . 


l^ Bucuan heard the phone as she came up the walk 


the phone back on the desk. “No- 
body answered at your house," she 
told the boy in a non-partisan voice, trained 


T HE TALL YOUNG policewoman shoved 
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neither to inspire, depress, persuade, frighten, reassure, threaten, 
antagonize, lead or inform anybody of anything. 

The boy on the bench continued to stare at her for a moment, 
then he dropped his eyes, maintaining his silence. 

Willie Buchan, aged 10-going-on-11. 


Police Academy, Hilda Kehoe took stock of this suspect. In 

the glare that bounced back from the bare, enamel walls, he 
was what a policeman dreaded most — nondescript. At first he’d 
watched her with what she’d read as expectation. Now his small 
face was absolutely blank. Beyond communication. Only children 
could recede from you that far. 

Normally, she decided, his eyes would be a good, intelligent- 
doggie brown. Now they were opaque; neither light nor feeling 
nor information got through. 

Nobody except probably Lieutenant Garcia, head of the 
Juvenile Gang Squad, could tell whether he was scared, defiant, 
stupefied with shock, holding back tears or sizzling with the time- 

fuse of further intent to destroy property. 
Garcia would know — he knew everything 
about boys. 

No need to include a description in the 
report she'd better get started on for Garcia. 
The lieutenant would see Willie, one more in 
the long line of boys who passed through this 
office. Boys who'd stuck a knife in an old man, 
stolen a sports car and seen a pal killed in a 
crazy race with motorcycle officers, boys with 
fathers busy making a living and mothers who 
had to work, with stepfathers or mothers who 
didn't really like other people's children. What 

\ she must put on record for Garcia, who liked 
it in writing, was what had happened out at 
St. Jude’s. Joe Garcia sure had his work cut 
out for him here. The ^ — continued on page 4 
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This Week 


OFFICIAL RULES 


1. Send deer favorite pineapple recipe. List title, 
ingredients, and then describe preparation in detail. 
2. Complete the following statement in 25 words 
or less: “This is my favorite recipe using Dole Pine- 
apple. because . . ." 

3. Name and address must be legible on your en- 
try. Send as many entries as m wish. Each ent 
must be accompanied by one Dole Pineapple label, 
or a reasonable facsimile thereof. Recipe, state- 
ment and Dole label must be mailed in one en- 
velope. 

4. Mail your entries to: DOLE RECIPE CONTEST, 
P. 0. Box 51, Los Angeles 51, California. Contest 
closes, and this offer expires, April 15, 1964. Entries 
must be postmarked on or before April 15, 1964, 
and received by April 22, 1964. 

5. The ten best entries will receive: two round trip 
first class tickets by air from winner's home town 
to Honolulu, two weeks reservations at beach front 
hotel, and a total of $500 spending money. Or, win- 
ner may choose $2500 in cash. Trips can be taken 
any time before December 31, 1964. 

6. All judging is to be supervised by the Reuben H. 
Donnelley Corporation. Entries will be judged and 
prizes led in this manner: (1) The 100 best 
entries will be selected by the judges according to 
the excellence of the 25-word statements accom- 
panying them on the basis of appropriateness (up 
to 20 points), sincerity (up to 15 points), creative- 
ness (up to 30 points) and clarity (up to 35 points). 


Do you have 
 ATRIP TO HAWAII 


in your recipe file? 


(2) The recipes accompanying the 100 best entries 
so selécted will then be cook-tested and judged by 
a qualified home economics organization on the 
basis of imagination (up to 25 points), appearance 
(up to 25 points), taste (up to 25 points) and prac- 
ticability (up to 25 points). Decision of the judges 
is final. Duplicate prízes will be awarded in case of 
ties. All entries, and recipes and ideas incorporated 
therein, become the property: of Dole Corporation, 
none will be returned or acknowledged, and Dole 
Corporation shall be entitled to publish, advertise 
and otherwise use in any manner any entry, recipe 
or idea submitted without payment or other com- 
pensation to entrant. Winners will be notified by 
mail within 40 days after contest closes. 

List of winners will be available to those sending 
self-addressed, stamped envelopes. 

7. All members of a family may compete, but only 
one prize will be awarded to a family living to- 
gether. 

B. Any resident of the United States, its territories 
and possessions, and any resident of Canada, may 
enter the contest, excepting employees of the Dole 
Corporation, its advertising agencies, and their im- 
mediate families. This offer is void in any jurisdic- 
tion where prohibited, regulated or taxed by law 
and the contest, and these rules, are subject to all 
federal, state and local laws and regulations. All 
federal and state liability for income and other 
taxes upon prizes or the value thereof is the sole 
responsibility of winners, Submission of your entry 
is acceptance of these rules. 







Enter the 
DOLE PINEAPPLE RECIPE CONTEST! 


Win one of 10 luxury vacations for 2 in Hawaii! 


What could be easier than dreaming up good things to eat with Dole Pineapple! Like this 
Spectacular Pie (the recipe's down below). Five convenient styles help stimulate your 
imagination—sliced, spears, chunks, tidbits, crushed. And you'll find that Dole's fresh- 
fruit taste makes so much of other food flavors! Start planning your entry today! Enter 
as many times as you wish, just attach one Dole Pineapple label to each entry. 


SPECTACULAR PIE 


Make graham cracker crust. Drain syrup from No. 2 can of pineapple chunks and add 
water to make 1 cup. Heat to boiling. Dissolve 3-ounce package of lemon gelatin in syrup. 
Blend 3s cup of the gelatin with an 8-ounce package of cream cheese. When smooth, 
pour into pie shell. Chill until set. Arrange pineapple chunks on the set pie filling. Spoon 
remaining * cup gelatin over all. Chill. Serves 6 to 8. 


—= 
Pick Dole: 

the pineapple 

with the fresh-fruit taste 
— Hawaii's best, 
America’s favorite! 
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HAWAIIAN 
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DOLE CORPORATION - HONOLULU, HAWAII « SAN JOSE, CALIF. 


SACRILEGE — Continued from page 2 


father ought to be here. "What's your Dad's office 
number?" Miss Kehoe said, and Willie spoke for the 
first time in a shrill, superior voice. "You know 
what?" he said. "You couldn't even get to my father. 
He's an important man." 

Hilda Kehoe's brain lost contact with its proc- 
essed thinking. She said, "When he knows his 
son's been picked up as a vandal he won't feel so 
important," and Willie said, "You're so dumb I wish 
I could kill you," and the policewoman’s stomach 
tightened. He means it, she thought. They do, boys 
can, they're undeveloped mechanisms of violence, I 
don’t care what Joe Garcia says. 


the nature of the crime so revolted her. As a 

practicing agnostic, she oughtn’t to shy away 
from impious hands laid on an inartistic statue 
representing a god in whom she hadn’t believed since 
she was 16. What was the difference between a 
juvenile bad guy who heaved a brick through a shop 
window to grab a transistor, and one who tore 
an ivory idol from the replica of a wooden: cross? 
Let's keep calm, she had said to Mrs. Tregaskus, 
who was far otherwise when the police answered 
her call. 

A sound made her stare at the bench, Willie's 
face had turned the color of a fish’s belly. Hilda 
Kehoe frantically yelped into the intercom, “Can’t 
anybody locate Lieutenant Garcia?” and the soothing 
answer came back, “‘He’s on his way in from Pacoima.” 

Get on with the report, Hilda Kehoe said to 
herself. 

Willie Buchan. Now sitting with his cheek 
against the wall, his profile was a child’s drawing in 
green crayon. Thousands like him in every school 
yard in the United States. In spite of the roughing up 
Mrs. Tregaskus had had to give him, to hang onto 
him — she said he was quick as a cat — it was plain 
Willie Buchan had started back to school after the 
two-week vacation with hair combed and sweater in 
one piece. Yet that same boy, right after school — 
the whole thing was incredible, Policewoman Kehoe 
told herself as she began to write. 

Routine of time, place, nature of crime, name of 
suspect, then: 

“Mrs. E. J. Tregaskus, 1322 4% Amigo Street, was 
holding Willie in custody when I arrived and told the 
following story: 

‘She came out to take in the washing. When she 
saw the cross in the church garden she always said a 
prayer. She realized the figure of the Christ was 
missing and stopped, stunned. Not a soul in sight in 
the alley or the side street. Father Kelly had driven 
off sometime before. Then she saw the three chil- 
dren. They were strictly forbidden to cut through the 
garden but they did. It wasn’t until she saw what 
those three were carrying that she let out a scream 
and ran toward them.” 

Difficult enough to get the facts from the sobbing 
God-help-us's of Mrs. Tregaskus. When they heard 
her, the girl dropped the bound feet of the statue and 
hippity-hopped off like a jackrabbit, the bigger boy 
scooted, but the smaller one could not move under 
the weight, the crown of thorns down between his 


P ART of this hot hostility was her discovery that 


shoulder blades. And here pen and brain faltered at a 
shocking circumstance which Mrs. Tregaskus related. 
The little fellow just stood there, fresh as you please, 
watching her and laughing. Then outrage had surged 
up in the panting breast of Mrs. Tregaskus, and she'd 
rushed up and grabbed him and made him lay his 
burden on the grass. 

For the moment, Miss Kehoe gave it up. She 
picked up the phone once more and said, "Tl try 
your house again. Maybe your mother — " and the 
boy interrupted her to say, "You know what? My 
mother wouldn't believe you," and then someone 
answered, and she said, “Policewoman Kehoe speak- 
ing,” and heard the boy across the room give a gasp 
that rattled. . . 

Lulu Buchan was surprised to hear a woman’s 
impersonal voice, like a teacher’s. Policewoman 
Kehoe? A delayed take on that made her steady 
herself against the wall as the impersonal stranger 
went on. “Is Mr. Buchan there?” 

“No,” Lulu Buchan said. “Tm expecting him 
any minute — ” 

"You're Mrs. Buchan? You have a son named 
Willie?" Mrs. Buchan's throat was so tight the word 
Yes barely squeezed through. “We have him here,” 
the woman went on and then in an attempt to be 
reassuring, “He’s not hurt. When his father comes 
home, ask him please to come down to the Central 
Station at once.” 

“Could I speak to Willie, please?" Lulu Buchan 
said. After a pause the woman said, “I — right now 
he’s a little upset — ” and the line went dead. 

Buck! She must get Buck — the after-six oper- 
ator said he'd left five minutes ago to go home. This 
time of night, another 20 minutes. Oh, God, please 
help me — what had Willie done? She went outside so 
as not to lose a moment when Buck came. She tried 
to pray by herself. She got as far as Give us this day 
our daily bread and her mind skittered off, trying 
to remember whether she'd got peanut butter for 
Willie's after-school snack, only he hadn't come 
home anyway. Willie had been arrested. Could you 
arrest a 10-year-old boy? By himself down there. 
She’d sounded like an ice cube. When Willie gets 
upset he puts on a big front and makes up things and 
talks like television. They all do. Then she saw the 
car turn the corner and she ran toward it. "Police 
station" she cried. "We have to go to the police 
station — " 


there was one, at last stood Lieutenant Joseph 
J. Garcia. 

In a feature story written just after the lieutenant 
broke up the so-called Knife Gang, Jim Murray had 
said Joe Garcia looks like a cross between Gyp the 
Blood and Father Serra. His expression was so gentle 
that perhaps only the men who had played opposite 
him when he was an unscrupulous left guard under- 
stood why dangerous hoodlums dropped their guns 
at his soft, liquid, Spanish-American orders. With 
boys, Murray had written, Joe Garcia had magic. The 
name of it nobody knew. 

Now he glanced at the boy whose chin had sunk 
on his chest and then walked around and picked up 


T HE DOOR OPENED and there, thank God, if 


the Kehoe report. After a moment he said Holy Cow 
as though he'd been hit in the solar plexus. Some- 
thing in the black gaze he turned on the boy made 
Willie lift his head. For a moment, there was that 
same flash which Garcia found impossible to read at 
first sight, and his heart went on sinking over the 
incredible words he'd been reading on pages he still 
held in his hands. But an unexpected revulsion in 
his blood made his feet recoil a step backward. Then 
the blank mask came down again over Willie's face. 
Two tears which Willie had ignored made it look like 
something left from Halloween and Garcia turned 
away quickly and said to Hilda Kehoe, "What about 
his folks?” 

She said, “I got his mother — the father wasn’t 
home yet,” and Lieutenant Garcia said gently, "Let's 
try again, shall we?” and Hilda Kehoe wondered if he 
knew she was in love with him and much good it did 
her. This time there was no answer and she said, 
“They must be on their way.” 

Lieutenant Garcia nodded. He walked around in 
front of the bench, his eyes closed as though he could 
see Willie better if he didn’t look at him. The boy on 
the bench moved his body convulsively, all in one 
piece, as only a child can. He wasn’t looking at 
either of the tall figures in the room with him any 
more. He'd given that up, it seemed. To the police- 
woman, Garcia said tonelessly, "Go see if you can get 
Father Kelly. It’s his church, he ought to be here, 
don’t you think?” He always asked, but they all 
knew it was an order. He said, "And watch for his 
folks, will you?” 

“You want me to — tell them?” she said. 


her own report. “Show them this, don’t you 
think?" he said and Hilda Kehoe: nodded. 
Poor things! 

As the door closed, Joe Garcia sat down on the 
desk and said, "This is — pretty bad, Willie." Willie's 
eyes blazed back, but he sat in silent, watchful wait- 
ing, and in spite of his repulsion, bone deep as it 
was, instinct shouted to the lieutenant that something 
was wrong here, odious and deplorable, and it came 
over him that maybe Willie didn’t know. From these 
go-to-church-once-a-year-on-Easter families, boys 
came to him here who only knew the Bunny and 
whatever they happened to catch on television 
Easter morn. 

In a minor key, he said, “Did your folks tell you 
about Easter? Did you ever go to Sunday School, 
Willie?” 

Back high and clear Willie said, "You know 
what? I went to Sunday School and I won a prize. It 
was a Testament with red letters. I still got it. I can 
show it to you, wise guy." 

There they crucified Him . . . and behold there was 
a man named Joseph . . . and he was a good man . . . 
and he begged the body of Jesus . . . and he took it 
down and laid it in a sepulchre . . . and on the first day 
of the week they found the stone rolled away . . . and 
an angel of the Lord said He is not here . . . He is risen 
as He said. 

In his red letter Testament, which he had won as 
a prize, Willie had read that. They had taught it to 


H E SHUT HIS EYES again, then he handed her 


































him in Sunday School. Willie had known that the 
figure on the cross was the Christ they had crucified. 
He must have known that to tear it down, to lay 
vandal hands on it, was sacrilege. 


head of the Juvenile Gang Squad, Joe Garcia 

felt an angry desire to punish, he who was 
against punishment. Now at the thought of this boy 
and his wanton act, the picture of him wriggling up 
the cross, tearing loose the Man who was up there 
because He had loved all children world without end 
— Joe Garcia wanted to punish that boy. 

Hard and relentless, he heard his own words, 
“This was done in cold blood,” he said. "This was 
premeditated.” 

Willie stuck out his tongue at him. A little 
saliva mixed with blood, where he'd bitten his lips, 
dribbled down his chin, and Lieutenant Garcia, his 
heart growing heavier and heavier, handed him his 
own clean, neatly folded handkerchief. After a 
moment, Willie dropped it on the floor and kicked it 
across the room. 

Trying to get out of the trap, Joe Garcia said to 
himself. Fighting like a trapped animal — what trap? 
Whose trap? 

He said, "Would you like to tell me why you did 
it, Willie?" 

"You don't get it, do you?" Willie said, his 
words blurring. "You're — continved on page 10 


F OR THE FIRST TIME since he had been appointed 


He could not move under the weight — 
the crown of thorns down between his shoulder blades — 
he just stood there, laughing 
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The night was filled with music, and Selena was an Egyptian queen who shared a secret with the Sphinx 


It all looked and sounded 
very gay and it was, 
until the Sphinx cut in 
on Anna Karenina... 


By PAT McGERR 
Mlustrated by Austin Briggs 


the Armory all was warmth and color and gaiety. 

Strauss waltzed with Venus de Milo, Sherlock 
Holmes pursued Lady Macbeth, Mona Lisa laughed 
at Pagliacci. Beneath these and hundreds of other 
disguises frolicked congressmen and cabinet mem- 
bers, ambassadors and judges, lobbyists and socialites. 
The occasion was a gala Costume Carnival whose pro- 
ceeds would help build the John F. Kennedy Center 
for the Performing Arts. Its theme was “Art Is 
International.” Its chairman was Selena Mead. 

The huge auditorium was filled to overflowing, 
with every ticket sold far in advance. Even the Com- 
munist-controlled embassies had subscribed. Artis- 
tically, socially, financially, the ball was a smashing 
success. And Selena could claim, too, a personal tri- 
umph. She was Nefertiti, fabled queen of ancient 
Egypt. Make-up accented her delicate bone structure, 
the depth and brilliance of her eyes. Classic lines and 
regal bearing made her every inch the sculptured 
beauty of antiquity. 

“Nature improves on art," Hugh Pierce had mur- 
mured at first sight of her. He was himself a perfect 
foil as the man-headed lion of Egypt’s desert. Only a 
few — the small band who knew the seemingly indo- 
lent artist as a member of Security’s top-secret Sec- 
tion Q — would appreciate the peculiar fittingness of 
his appearance as the enigmatic Sphinx. He had 
brought Selena to the Armory well in advance of the 
crowd to make sure that all was in readiness. And it 
was then that he told her about her new assignment. 

"IT knew," she answered in half-serious complaint, 
"that when you agreed to be vice chairman and take 
charge of the decorations you'd manage somehow to 
turn my ball into a benefit for Section Q.” 

“I did a good job for you.” Complacently he 
surveyed the hall where he and his committee had 
labored long hours to create a palace of the arts. His 
special pride was the stage where stately Greek col- 
umns outlined a miniature Parthenon. “All I’m ask- 
ing in return is a one-minute announcement.” 

The announcement, though, was quite literally a 
matter of life or death. A Red Embassy attaché had 
for many months been secretly supplying documents 
and information to American agents. He thought his 


[: WAS COLD AND DARK in Washington, but inside 


D PRIZE FOR SELENA 


tracks well covered, his activities unsuspected, but 
suddenly orders had arrived for him to return to his 
homeland. The date of his departure was set for the 
morning after the carnival. And in the interval he 
was under close surveillance, never allowed to leave 
the Embassy alone or receive visitors unattended. 

"So you see," Hugh explained, "this party is our 
only chance for a rescue. Tt was a stroke of luck that, 
before his recall came through, Sergei was included 
in the group assigned to attend and that a local 
designer was making his costume. We had a seam- 
stress working all night to finish an exact copy. And 
since the lines of communication are cut, we put 
instructions in the toe of one of the boots that was 
delivered to Sergei this morning. The leads he's 
passed on to us have been extremely useful and, once 
he's out of the Embassy, his understanding of person- 
alities and policies will still be a great help. He's a 
valuable man, too valuable to lose." 


provide the cue. At the end of the Grand March 

prizes would be awarded for individuals, couples 
and groups representing the various artistic catego- 
ries. The finale would be the Grand Prize for "best 
in show." A special award would go to Sergei. 

"We haven't corrupted the judges," Hugh said 
drily. "This is an unscheduled presentation. Just 
before the Grand Prize is given, you'll announce that 
we've set up a 'chairman's award' for the costume you 
and your vice chairman like best. They'll understand 
when you tell them that the prize is a painting. 
A Pierce original. So they'll know I slipped it in to 
grab a little personal publicity. You'll say that our 
choice is Leo Tolstoi — that's Sergei's costume — 
and he can detach. himself from his associates and 
come up to the stage by himself. The end column 
on the left side is hollow with a door cut in the back 
where nobody can see it. Inside it will be another 
Leo Tolstoi, looking like Sergei down to the last 
whisker. He’ll pop out and Sergei will pop in.” 

“But if they’re suspicious,” Selena objected, 
“will they let him go to the stage?” 

"The prize is recognition for their country, a 
tribute to their greatest author. They can't hold him 
back from claiming it without making a scene. And 
what are they risking? They'll have their eyes on 
him every minute — the few seconds it takes him to 
pass behind the pillar don't count — and after he 
takes his bow the stand-in will be on stage with the 
other winners, in full view of the audience, while the 
Grand Prize is presented. That will give my men time 
to get Sergei out of the pillar and miles from the 
auditorium before the substitution is discovered." 

"And when they do discover it — what happens?" 

"Nothing. Tolstoi No. 2 will unmask — or I 


T HE PLAN OF ACTION WAS SIMPLE. Selena was to 


should say unbeard — and leave them to try to figure 
out how and when the switch was made. All they can 
do is go back to the Embassy and invent excuses for 
their bungling. It’s an easy job.” 

‘Your jobs always sound easy in the beginning," 
she said. “It’s only later that complications develop.” 

Yet for all her protests she shared his mounting 
concern when, as the evening progressed, all the 
tables filled except the one reserved for Sergei’s party. 
The nearer it drew to time for the Grand March, the 
harder she found it to smile and respond appropri- 
ately to the ribald humor of a senator impersonating 
Mark Twain, the compliments of a professor turned 
Don Juan. The table was still empty, a lonely island 
in the sea of merrymaking, when midnight struck, the 
dancing stopped and participants began to line up for 
the March. Then a flurry of activity at the front of 
the hall was explained by Hugh’s “Waited to make a 
dramatic entrance, of course. I should have expected 
that.” And Selena’s relief was as great as his own. 

The entrance, just in time to join the March, was 


indeed spectacular. Boris Godunov towered over 


Pavlova’s Swan. Tschaikovski escorted the Sleeping 
Beauty. Peter followed the Wolf. And finally, in high 
boots, long black coat, bushy white eyebrows, hair 
and beard, came the man representing Tolstoi. With 
him was a buxom lady of nineteenth-century fashion. 

“Anna Karenina,” Hugh identified her costume. 
"An author and character combo. I didn't know he 
was paired.” 


with the official program. An international panel 

of art experts watched the March, made their 
notes and retired for private conference. While they 
were reaching a decision, performing artists took the 
stage to sing and dance and act. Then the judges 
returned, and Selena introduced the panel chairman 
to announce the winners in each category. As the 
lucky ones came on stage to bow to the applause she 
added her personal congratulations, but she was too 
preoccupied to be more than half aware of what was 
going on. Her eyes kept straying to the inhabited pil- 
lar near which now stood two ushers, a hunch-backed 
Quasimodo and an earnest Don Quixote. They were 
posted there to help the winners climb the ramp but 
their real assignment, Selena guessed, was for Sec- 
tion Q. Suddenly she was jarred to attention by the 
judge’s announcement ofthe award for the best pres- 
entation of the art of literature. It would go, he was 
saying, “to Count Leo Tolstoi and Anna Karenina.” 
Her first reaction was favorable. This canceled 
out the need for her announcement, All that was 
required was to bring Sergei to the stage and this 
would do it with no hint of irregularity or special 
maneuvering. Then, beside her, she heard Hugh mut- 


F ROM THEN ON the Carnival proceeded in accord 


ter, “That shatters it,” and for the first time in their 
association there was defeat in his voice. Looking 
out, she saw the man and the woman rise from their 
chairs and start toward the platform, her arm pos- 
sessively linked with his. Then Selena recognized 
disaster. The award was for both, they could not be 
separated. Hugh’s plan was ruined, beyond repair. 


OGETHER the couple mounted the ramp, together 

they passed the special pillar and the helpless 

Quixote and Quasimodo. Together they accepted 
Selena’s congratulations, the woman flashing a confi- 
dent smile, the man despairingly silent. While they 
took their seats in the winners’ circle, Selena caught 
Hugh’s eye, seeking advice, but his only response was 
a shrug. His game had hazards which all who played 
it must accept. Sometimes they won, sometimes they 
lost: This would have to be marked off as one of the 
failures. But Selena, less schooled in Section Q phi- 
losophy, could not turn from Sergei’s fear-haunted 
eyes, his shaking hands. Maybe they couldn’t win them 
all, she told herself, but they mustn’t lose this one. 
Sergei’s companion, intercepting her glance, showed 
sparkling teeth and tightened her clasp on his arm. 

With the last of the preliminary awards given, 
Selena brought forward the Cultural Center Commit- 
teeman who was to announce the winner of the Grand 
Prize. And when that presentation, with all its attend- 
ant fanfare, was completed, she made her final trip to 
the microphone. She had prepared a few graceful 
words of thanks and farewell, concluding with an invi- 
tation to all the guests to dance and enjoy themselves 
until the party ended. She gave the speech as planned 
up to the last sentence and then, a little breathlessly, 
made an amendment. 

“One last event," she said, "before the formal 
part of our program closes. À Winners' Waltz, so you 
can see all the prize costumes on the floor together. 
My vice chairman and I will lead it with partners of 
our choice." Once more she caught Hugh's eye and 
this time his nod showed comprehension and approval. 
She looked toward the winners’ circle, hesitated as if 
reaching a spontaneous decision, then ran to seize 
Sergei’s hand and draw him to his feet. “I'll dance 
with Count Tolstoi,” she declared. 

At the same time Hugh went swiftly to Anna 
Karenina. Too surprised to resist, she let herself be 
pulled toward the ramp on the right side of the stage 
while Selena and Sergei moved in the opposite direc- 
tion. Back of the pillar the change of partners was 
smooth, instantaneous. À new Tolstoi appeared, the 
old one vanished. Then Selena and the high-booted, 
flowing-bearded man from Q were down the ramp and 
on the dance floor. She waved gaily to Hugh and his 
reluctant partner, then whirled up the hall to the 
neutral music of old Vienna. — — THE END 
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BLURRED VIEW 


By JOHN D. Mac DONALD 


it was done as tastefully as one would expect. 
But great gaudy swarms of Gloria’s friends 
from the television industry came up from the Los 
Angeles area. They were dressed sedately, but still 
managed to seem like flocks of bright birds, men and 
women alike, their eyes bright and sharp and questing. 

They had been at the inquest too, turning out in 
numbers which astonished the officials. I had not 
been surprised. If I learned any one thing from my 
marriage, it was that those people are incurably gre- 
garious. They had absolutely no appreciation of 
privacy and decorum. Their ceaseless talk is like 
the chatter of birds, and largely incomprehensible 
to the outsider. 

After the funeral I settled a few final details 
before going away. The lawyer had me sign the neces- 
sary things. Gloria had managed to squirrel away 
more than I expected, and she had invested it very 
shrewdly indeed. My own affairs were in a temporary 
lull. Bernard, at the gallery, made the usual apology 
about not being able to move more of my work, and 
offered his condolences, for the tenth time. I closed 
the Bay house and flew to the Islands. 

Helen’s greeting was sweet and humble and ador- 
ing. She is a small, plain woman, quite wealthy, a 
few years older than I. She was most restful after 
the contentious flamboyance of Gloria. Her figure is 
rather good. During the weeks we had together she 
made several shy hints about marriage, but the unex- 

. pected size of Gloria's estate gave me the courage to 
think of Helen as a patron rather than a potential wife. 

We returned to Los Angeles by ship, in adjoining 
staterooms, and parted warmly in that city. She was 
to return to New York to visit her children and settle 
some business matters concerning her late husband’s 
estate, then fly back out to San Francisco to be near me. 

I moved back into the Bay house and listed it 
with a good broker. It is a splendid house, set high 
over the rocks, but a little too expensive to maintain, 
and a little too conspicuous for the bachelor life I 
contemplated: Also there was a silence about it when 
I was alone there which made me feel uneasy, and 
made it difficult for me to work in the big studio 
which Gloria and I had designed together. 


T HE FUNERAL was a wretched affair. I suppose 


seedy little man arrived in the afternoon. He 

drove up in a battered little car and came to 

the door carrying a big manila envelope in his hand. 
He was trying to say he had something to show 
me. He was humble, and nervous, and had a little 
recurring smile like a sudden grimace. He smelled 
sweaty. Something about him alarmed me. Reluc- 


FTER I HAD BEEN THERE ALONE for five days, à 


tantly I led him back through the house to the studio. 

He said, "Mr. Fletcher, I just want to work some- 
thing out. That's all. I don't want you should get 
the wrong idea about anything. It's just one of those 
things. And we can work something out. The thing 
is, to talk it over." 

I'd had my share of bad dreams about this kind 
of a situation. My voice sounded peculiar to me as 
I said, "I don't know what you're talking about.” 

He had put the envelope on a work table. He 
said, “What I do, I’m an assistant manager, Thrifty 
Quick. My brother-in-law, he’s a doctor, got a home 
right over there across the way. You can’t see it 
today, it’s too misty. The thing is, I was laid up in 
April. Dropped a case on my foot, and I stayed over 
there with my sister. I guess I’m what they call a 
shutter bug. I’m a real nut on photography. It keeps 
me broke, I’m telling you.” 

“Mr. Walsik, I haven’t the faintest...” 

“What I was fooling with, long lens stuff on 
thirty-five millimeter. I was using a Nikon body and 
a bunch of adaptors, a tripod of course, and I figured 
it out it came to £22, sixteen hundred millimeters, 
and I was using Tri-X. I don’t suppose the technical 
stuff means anything to you, Mr. Fletcher.” 

“You don’t mean anything to me, Mr. Walsik.” 

“Figuring back, it had to be April tenth. A clear 
morning and no wind. Wind is bad when you use 
that much lens. You can’t get sharpness. The thing 
is, I was just experimenting, so I had to find some 
sharp-edged object at a distance to focus on, so I 
picked the edge of that terrace out there. I took some 
shots at different exposures, and after a while I 
thought I could see somebody moving around on the 
terrace. I took some more shots. I made notes on 
exposure times and so on. You know, you have to 
keep track or you forget.” 


strous cliché of all murders, I had thought it a 

device of scenario writers, the accidental little 
man, the incongruous flaw. With an effort I brought 
my attention back to what he was saying. 

*...in the paper that she was all alone here, 
Mr. Fletcher, and you proved you were somewhere 
else. Now I got to apologize for the quality of this 
print. It’s sixteen by twenty, which is pretty big to 
push thirty-five millimeter, and there was some haze, 
and that fast film is grainy, but here you take a look." 

I took the big black and white print and studied 
it. I was at the railing, leaning, arms still extended. 
He had caught her in free fall toward the rocks, some 
six feet below my outstretched hands, her fair hair 
and nylon peignoir rippled upward by the wind of 
passage. It brought it all back, scooping her up from 
the drugged and drowsy bed, walking with her slack 
warm weight, seeing her eyes open and hearing her 


I SAT DOWN upon my work stool. This was the mon- 


murmurous question in the instant before I dropped 
her over the wall. The print was too blurred for me 
to be recognizable, or Gloria. But it was enough. The 
unique pattern of the wall was clear. It could no 
longer be "jumped or fell." And with that picture, 
they could go back and pry at the rest of it until the 
whole thing fell apart. : 

When he took the picture out of my hands I 
looked up at him. He stepped backward very quickly 
and said in a shaking voice, “I got the negative in a 
safe place, with a letter explaining it.” 

“What do you want?" I asked him. 

"Like I said, I just want to work something out, 
Mr. Fletcher. The way I figure, if I try to push too 
hard what I'll do is spoil everything. What I want is 
for life to be a little easier. So I could get a little bit 
better apartment in a handier neighborhood. And 
there's some lenses and camera equipment I want to 
buy. I won't be a terrible burden, you understand. 
But I don't want to sell you the negatives. I want 
like a permanent type thing, the way people got an 
annuity. I’ve got some bills I want to pay off, so the 


Illustrated by Neil Boyle 





Scooping her up from the drugged and drowsy bed . Sa 


The Hollywood gang all loved Gloria, 
and they worked out a neat surprise 
for the one man who didn't share 


their feelings about her — her husband 


first bite, believe me, is bigger than the ones 
I'll want later on. I was figuring it out. If 
you can get a thousand for me now, then 
in three or four months I'll come back like 
for five hundred. I don't see why we can't 
work it out this way. I want you to be com- 
fortable with it, so you won't try to upset 
anything." 

He was actually pleading with me. And 
obviously frightened. And I found myself 
reappraising marriage to Helen. She could 
more readily afford Mr. Walsik. I had no 
choice, of course. I had to agree. 

He told me where to meet him, and 
when, and I promised to bring along the 
thousand dollars in tens and twenties. After 
he had left I had two stiff drinks and began 
to feel better. In ridding myself of Gloria 
I had saddled myself with Walsik, but he 
seemed a good deal easier to manage. 


where he said he would be, in one of 

the rear booths of a tiresome little 
neighborhood bar. I handed him the enve- 
lope and he tucked it away. As I got up to 
leave, two burly chaps grabbed me, snapped 
steel on my wrist and bustled me out to an 
official sedan. 

They tell me that I held out for four- 
teen hours before I finally began to give 
them those answers as deadly to me as the 
cyanide will be in the gas chamber. 

After it was over, they let me sleep. The 
next afternoon they brought Walsik to see 
me. He was not seedy. He was not humble. 
His voice was not the same. He had that 
odd febrile, animal glitter so typical of 
Gloria’s friends in the industry. 

“While you were on the grass skirt cir- 
cuit, Frank baby,” he said, “we borrowed 
your pad. We brought the long lenses. We 
rigged the safety net. A big crew of willing 
volunteers, baby, all the kids who loved 
Gloria. We guessed that’s how you did it. 
We took maybe fifty stills of Buddy drop- 
ping Nina over the wall. How did you like 


[ie HIM two nights later exactly 


my performance, sweetie? You bought it 


good. After you bought it, we brought the 
law into it, to watch you give me money. 
Sit right there, Frank baby. Sit there and 
bug yourself with how stupid you were." 

I heard him leave, walking briskly down 
the corridor, humming a tune. Somebody 
said something to him. He laughed. A door 
clanged shut. And I began to go over it all, 
again and again and again... ———THE END 


| == BRINGING UP BABY,® 
+; =F HINTS COLLECTED 

| BY MRS. DAN GERBER, 
MOTHER OF FIVE 






Waking up to the world 


Think newborns do nothing but eat 
and sleep the first few months? Any 
expert baby-watcher will tell you 
that your baby is busy learning right 
from birth. He blinks at light and 
startles at sharp sounds. (Why, at 
one month he can follow light 

and sound and starts to learn from 
what he sees and hears.) Taste 

buds begin to develop by reacting 

to sweet, sour, bitter and salty 
almost immediately. Through skin 
sensations a wee one learns the 
comfort of warmth and cuddling, 
the discomfort of cold and pain. 

A do-nothing? Indeed not. All this 
activity is practice for future 
development. 


Solid facts. When your baby's 
about to embark on cereal, you'll 


- find Gerber Cereals ideal for 


several reasons. The mild flavors 
have a way of waking up tender 

taste buds gently. The texture has an 
easy-to-swallow smoothness that's 
designed to please a delicate palate. 
In addition, the nutrition your 

baby gets from Gerber Cereals will 


stand him in good stead throughout 
babyhood. All five are enriched with 
iron and calcium. Plus important 
B-vitamins ... factors in sparking 
appetites and spurring growth. 


More busybody activities. Apart 
from learning through his senses in 
the early months, a baby is busy 
with other things. For example: 
clenching and opening fists lead to 
eventual graspability. Flexing of legs 
and arms are trial runs for 
creeping. Coos and gurgles are the 
forerunners of speech. Yes, being 

a baby is a full-time job. 


More early dietary data. Special 
baby juices come early in the 
modern baby's diet for the vitamin C 
they provide. Gerber Strained 
Orange Juice and Apple Juice are 
ideal starting juices because 

they're ever so mild and well-tolerated 
by babies. The Orange Juice has 
natural vitamin C, the Apple Juice 

is enriched with vitamin C to the 
same degree. Can't think of two more 
refreshing ways to help keep 





your baby's gums and other body 
tissues in good condition. 


P. S. Gerber offers seven other 
combination juices (vitamin-C 
enriched) to teach your tyke the 
delights of different flavors. 


For your baby's well-being: 

Gerber prepares over 100 baby foods 
— infant formulas, cereals, 

strained and junior foods — to meet 
your baby's nutritional needs. 

We're proud to say: 


"Babies are our business 
...Our only business!"? 


——— 


| Gerber 
Í CEREALS 
| baby 
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MAX FACTOR 


tired lines*? 


ERACE 


covers instantly! 


With a stroke of 
ERACE tired lines, 
circles and flaws 
vanish instantly! 
Clever cover-up 
swivel stick in six 
shades. $1.75. 


© 1964, MAX FACTOR & co. 
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‘HEART FUND 


~ fights them all -| 








Heart Attack 

Stroke 

High Blood Pressure 
Rheumatic Fever 
Inborn Heart Defects 


A MESSAGE ABOUT 


SEET 
BELTS 


A small mistake . . . misspell- 
ing the word "seat." 

Don't YOU make the big 
mistake of driving without 
seat belts! They can and do 
save lives everyday. 


BUCKLE UP FOR SAFETY! 


Published as a public service in co- 
operation with The Advertising Council 
and the National Safety Council. 


SACRILEGE — Continued from page 5 


Why had the boy 
been laughing? B 


a big slob, that's all you are. Just 
leave me alone, how about that?" 
As he wiped his face on his sleeve, 
Garcia saw the jagged wound where a 
nail had ripped the flesh. He said, 
"Let me scrub that up. The doc over 
at the Emergency says wash it right 
away with green soap and you'll never 
losean arm." He had taken off Willie's 
sweater, cleansed the tear, strapped on 
gauze. Now in the mirror over the 
wash basin he saw his own dark face 
and on it written his repugnance to 
touch this boy. 

The boy saw it, too. 

"Sit in the chair," he said. “It’s 
more comfortable," and Willie said, 
"Who needs it?" and went back to the 
bench. 


were stupid, handicapped, neg- 

lected. This boy’s pale-green 
face was intelligent. He came of nice 
folks, had been to Sunday School, 
lived in a good neighborhood. He’d 
had every advantage. Above the hot 
sadness of his heart, the lieutenant’s 
gorge rose because now, if this got in 
the papers, and Joe Garcia didn’t see 
how he could keep it out, it had to hurt 
everybody. The boy would carry the 
stigma all his life, his family would be 
degraded socially. Things went deep, 
deeper than we in our ignorance and 
inertia knew or admitted. Even a man’s 
business could be wiped out by this 
beyond-the-pale kind of disgrace. 

Desperately, Joe Garcia said, “I 
have to deal with you, Willie. I’ve 
never had a case before of a boy who 
desecrated a church — ” 

Willie seemed hung in space, lis- 
tening. He said, “Tt wasn’t in a church. 
They had it outside where everybody 
could see it. It scared some of the kids, 
all dead and bloody up there and all —” 
Up and up and up out of the range of 
the human ear, the words whistled, 
and Lieutenant Garcia recognized the 
signal of approaching collapse. 

This is a growing boy, he thought. 
I mustn't press him too hard. They 
seem to get older for their years all the 


S OF THE BOYS who sat here 







time. They know so much more, they 
see so much more. Maybe too much 
for them to digest. I must have com- 
passion. Only Joe himself knew that 
what they called his magic was only 
compassion. Yet he had none for this 
boy, none. Horror had swamped it. 
What had the boy been laughing at? 
A Hitler, a Billy the Kid, a Castro, he 
could grow up to be. 

Father Kelly's quiet, "Can I come 
in, Joe?" interrupted his thoughts. 
He'd been in this parish 40 years. 
Sometimes Joe Garcia thought he was 
too severe and rule-bound for here and 
now. His mouth had become a thin, 
disciplined line. Peering at Willie, the 
priest said, "I don't know him." His 
old face was bloodless and stern, with 
a visible effort he put his hand on the 
boy's shoulder. "My son — " he be- 
gan, harshly, and without hesitation 
Willie bit him. Then Lieutenant Gar- 
cia smacked him, hard. He had to, 
didn't he? But he felt the hurt himself 
piercing his soul inside him. Not that 
he was against the rod. Sometimes it 
was necessary shock treatment. But 
never when there was anger and con- 
fusion, never when a man wasn't sure 
whether justice or mercy was exempli- 
fied in it. 

Into the dark, cold, shuddering 
silence that filled the office, Hilda 
Kehoe opened the door. She said, 
“Mr. and Mrs. Buchan are here.” 

Lieutenant Garcia said, “They read 
your report?” The policewoman nod- 
ded, and Lieutenant Garcia said, "All 
right. Bring them in, please." 

Willie had turned his face to the 
door, waiting, watching for the sun to 
rise after a long, long night. But Joe 
Garcia could see that there was no faith 
within him now, only hope, perched on 
his shoulder, singing a song without 
words. 


LUTCHING EACH OTHER, the man 
and woman came in hurriedly. 
Upon Buck's poor, riddled, mot- 
tled young face, was written hurt and 


a concussion of pain. And a bewilder- 
ment about the future. Sacrilege. Peo- 


ple who didn’t even pretend to believe 
in God, or go to church, from some- 
where inside them, in their heritage as 
a race, they’d be as shocked as the 
faithful. How could a man figure this 
one? He stared at the boy, agonized, 
trying to find words, trying to figure 
this one. But how could you figure it? 

Lulu Buchan had her handkerchief 
over her mouth. She let it fall when 
she saw Willie huddled on the bench. 
She went toward him holding out her 
arms in the immemorial gesture. For- 
getting them all she cried in anguish, 
"Oh, Willie, how could you? How 
could you?" 

It was as though the words struck 
Willie. He put up a hand against them, 
and she faltered and stood still. He 
doesn’t want his own mother, Garcia 
thought. 

Lulu, not knowing what to do, be- 
coming aware of the police, and a 
priest, and her own son Willie staring 
at her as if she was an enemy, thought 
she must be in a state of shock. She 
didn’t know what to do or how to move. 

The sun hadn’t risen. Willie was 
growing smaller and smaller, because 
he was all alone in the big, big universe 
he’d seen in orbit on TV. He had been 
betrayed — betrayed. That was what 
was wrong here. Garcia didn’t under- 
stand yet how it could be Willie the 
vandal who had been betrayed but it 
was manifest to Joe Garcia in some- 
thing that burned out of Willie now. 
I can hear his heart ache, Joe Garcia 
said to himself. A vandal, but how do I 
know? Sometimes they put together the 
rags and tatters of those clouds of glory 
they came to us trailing. Then it makes 
no sense to us, we've forgotten, we suffer 
them not. God help me, I’ve got to com- 
municate with him somehow! Please 
God help me! 


HE COMPASSION WAS BACK! Oh, 
T thank God, the compassion was 
back. A man had to have author- 
ity to deal with a boy's problems, but 
compassion had to come before author- 
ity, or how could a man see into the 
darkness that descended upon a child? 
How could a man know without the 
beam of compassion? Now the desire 
to communicate had broken through 
the fog and horror and difference in 
years. Once you were sure of your 
compassion you could safely be as 
tough as you needed to be. He said 
with authority, "Tell me about it.” 
"Can't you get it?" Willie said. 
A small, frantic whirlwind, he came off 
the bench. He rushed at Garcia and 
butted him in the stomach. He said, 
"Don't you get it? You aren't that 
dumb." He swayed and held onto Joe's 
coat. He was shouting as loud as he 


had strength for, and it came out a 
shrill whisper. "You know what? On 
Easter everybody goes to church, huh? 
Even the people next door, Dad said. 
Mom woke us up early, huh? So we 
could see on television in the Bowl, and 
on Mount Rubidoux and hear all the 
organs play.” His treble whisper 
snapped. Through the stillness organs, 
filled the silence, one mighty triumph 
on top of another. "And they had 
lilies everywhere," Willie said, remem- 
bering. "In the beauty of the lilies 
Christ was born across the sea, and on 
the third day He rose again," and so the 
fragrance swept the disinfectant and 
sweat and smog out of the police station 
for one moment. “And everybody sing- 
ing,” Willie cried. Oh, sure, all the 
angels and archangels singing, Halle- 
lujah, hallelujah. “I heard them all 
singing, ‘He is risen, He is risen,’ and 
that’s what it says, doesn’t it?” Willie 
whispered. 

The grim. old priest said quietly, 
“Yes, that’s what it says.” 

"Well, what's so hard to believe 
about it?” Willie said. Fighting to keep 
on, he said to Joe Garcia only, "We 
didn’t do it the way you said. Look. 
My Mom read it to me. Where it says 
He built a fire on the beach and barbe- 
cued fish for His friends and that was 
after He came down and was risen. So 
Len and | — he's my best friend and 
he's thirteen — we talked about it, and 
we said, like Len said, ‘We'll buy that," 
he said. So we’re coming through the 
churchyard the day after Easter, get it? 
And there He is; we saw Him still up 
there — " 


HIS WAS THE BETRAYAL, We 
T ended the story in the wrong 

place the day after Easter. He 
saw, with the organs and the lilies — 
hallelujah — he believed 'em when they 
sang, "He is risen" — he was able to 
believe them — 

"Len, my best friend," Willie was 
saying, “he says it says if He isn't, none 
of it’s any good and we do things every 
day nobody would of believed — ” 

This time, Father Kelly spoke, “We 
want to remind you that He died for 
you." 

"Who needs to be reminded of that 
all the time?" Willie said savagely. The 
savagery took Joe Garcia back to Korea, 
to boys the same age as Willie, who’d 
turned savage in the streets of Seoul 
under betrayal and injustice. ‘We all 
have troubles, huh?” Willie kept on 
saying. “All the time somebody is 
reminding us about being dead. Why 
don’t somebody let Him prove some- 
thing besides He died for us? Leonard’s 
Dad, he says we ought to be reminded 
sometimes of the — contiaved on page 15 
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MIRACLE 
MARGARINE 


spreads smoother 


Lighter-textured Miracle spreads 
even the thinnest crackers without 
cracking. Blends better, too, in all 
your recipes for smoother tasting 
frostings, cakes and cookies. 








spreads further 


Remember, for added economy at 
the table or in your cooking, you al- 
ways get two extra sticks—36 more 
pats in every pound of delicious- 
tasting Kraft Miracle Margarine. 





mam 


comes two ways 


Also available: Miracle Corn Oil 
Margarine, the only whipped spread 
with all the benefits of 100% golden 
corn oil—plus two extra sticks . . . 
that's 36 more pats in every pound. 
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DO YOU TAKE 
VITAMINS AND 
STILL FEEL TIRED?’ 


If you take vitamins yet still feel 
tired—you may need more than vita- 
mins to restore your normal strength 
and energy. Your worn-out feeling 
may be due to pale, iron-poor blood. 

Vitamins alone can't build-up 
iron-poor blood. But GERITOL ca? 

ecause GERITOL contains 7 vita- 
mins and. in addition, supplies the 
amount of iron needed to build iron- 
rich red blood. Just 2 GEniTOL tab- 
lets, or 2 tablespoons of GrRITOL 
liquid. contain twice the iron in a 
pound of calves’ liver! In only one 
day. GERITOL-iron is working in your 


bloodstream, carrying strength and 
energy to every part of your body! 

Proved By MedicalTests: Patients 
diagnosed with iron-deficiency 
frequently were pale, nervous, irri- 
table and easily tired. After patients 







mprovement. 
tired, check 
with your doctor, and if iron-poor 
blood is your problem, take fast- 
acting GERITOL every day. You'll 
feel stronger fast—in just 7 days or 
your money back from GERITOL. 

*Due to iron-deficiency. 








Ideal Easter Gift! 


The New book of 


The Art 


of Living | 





Wilferd A. Peterson’s beautiful collection of 27 inspirational 
essays still available in special Paperback and Deluxe Hard Cover 


Editions. 


Nowhere will you find a more precious, thoughtful gift than "The 
Art Of Living." If you, your relatives and friends do not yet have 
a copy, now is the time to order. Complete details and prices are 


in the coupon below. 


Don't wait! Fill out coupon and mail today 


Send to: Tuis Werk, P.O. Box 3o-A, Mount Vernon 1o, N. Y. 


Enclose check or money ordet- payable to Tuis Week Magazine. 


— copies Paperback Edi tion. 


—  —copies Deluxe hardcover, bound and boxed in simu- 


Postpaid (2 $1.00 $—— ——— — —— 


lated white kidskin, embossed in blue and gold. 


Postpaid @ $3.00 $—— — — — — 








Street 





City 


Zone State 


(No stamps or C.O.D.) Allow five weeks for delivery. 





WITH 


BP’ BACKACHE 


Use DeWitt’s Pills for fast analgesic 
relief of backache and stabbing mus- 
cle pains that won't let you straighten 
up. DeWitt's Pills quickly ease pains 
and can help your body clear up the 
cause. Take DeWitt’s Pills and feel 
Wetter again fast... why delay? 


DeWitt's 
Pills. 





wi OVER | Pain, Burning 


AT SOLE OF FOOT? 


Soft Foam Cushion 
Brings Fast Relief! 
You never tried any- 
thing so wonderful as 
Dr. Scholl’s BALL-O- 
FOOT Cushion for 
fast relief of pains, 
cramps, callouses, 
burning at sole of your 

foot! Made of soft 

Latex Foam. Loops over your 
toe. No adliesive. Sold everywhere. 







D* Scholl 
O-FOOT Cushion 


ALL-TIME LOVE STORY NO. 1 





By RICHARD HARRITY 


*We are joined together 
like that star. and will 


shine on forever^ 


boy appeared before a young French 

general in command of the army 

guarding Paris against revolutionists. Lit- 
tle Eugene de Beauharnais appealed for the 
return of the military sword of his executed 
father, which had been seized from his 
mother during a house-to-house search for 
arms. Thus began one of the world's great 
romances. 

The boy's request was granted and a 
few days later his widowed mother, the 
Vicomtesse Josephine de Beauharnais, a 
handsome woman with a languid air of ele- 
gance, called on General Napoleon Bona- 
parte to thank him for his kindness in re- 
turning the sword to her son. 

The destiny-driven young officer was 
immediately captivated by the charming 
Creole from the island of Martinique who 
had become one of the reigning favorites of 
Parisian society. Soon he was begging her 
to marry him in an outpouring of passion- 
ate love letters. He wrote: 

The love you have aroused in me, 
robs me of reason, prevents me from 
eating and sleeping, cuts me off from 
my friends ... . makes glory seem un- 
desirable and victory. worthless unless 
it pleases you. . . It is an all-encom- 
passing love that drives me to the verge 
of frenzy. . . My heart is aflame, my 

While flattered by Napoleon’s ardor, 
Josephine refused to take him seriously at 
first. She was a pleasure-loving coquette 
with powerful admirers able to gratify all of 
her luxurious whims while he, a Corsican 
upstart, a nobody, could count only on an 
over-vaulting ambition to create his own 
aristocracy of achievement. 


() AN AUTUMN day in 1795 a small 


HEN EARLY IN Marcu, 1796, Napo- 

leon was named commander of the 

Army of Italy and with his future 
assured, Josephine finally accepted him and 
they were married. Napoleon was 26, and 
Josephine six years older. Inside the wed- 
ding ring Napoleon gave to Josephine he 
had engraved “To Destiny.” 


\APOLEON 


On their wedding night he singled out 
a star in the sky saying, "We are joined 
together like that star, and will shine on 
forever." 

Two days later he left his bride in Paris 
and set out for Italy and a career of con- 
quest that would make him one of the great 
figures in the history of the world. 

While gaining glory through his bril- 
liant victories in Italy, he longed for the 
only woman who had ever found the way. 
into his fierce and hungry heart and dis- 
patched daily letters from a dozen different 
places pleading with her to join him. 

In the midst of one Italian skirmish, 
a cannon burst close beside the young gen- 
eral. He reined in his horse. The explosion 
had shattered the glass covering the minia- 
ture of Josephine which he carried in a 
pocket over his heart. He cried out to one 
of his officers: "The glass on my wife's 
picture is broken. Either she is sick or 
untrue to me. Forward!" 

Each was faithless during the fateful 13 
years of their marriage, though both were 
held firm and fast forever by their great 
love. 

When the world was at his feet, 
Napoleon was still on his knees to the 
woman he loved proclaiming: "I conquer 
countries, but Josephine conquers hearts." 
His exploits dazzled the world but, as one 
historian has pointed out, “the gentleness 
of Josephine was one of the essential ele- 
ments in the promotion of his greatness. 
No one could approach her without becom- 
ing her friend, and a friend once made was 
never lost.” 


HEN HE BECAME EMPEROR, he 
Wee the crown on her head with 
his own hands, making her his 
Empress Josephine. He paid a fabulous for- 
tune for her wild extravagances and love of 
luxury, but the most vital thing he wanted 
from her she could not give him. This was 
a son, an heir to found the dynasty he was 
determined to establish. Finally in 1809 he 
insisted on a divorce so that he could 
marry a younger woman, an Austrian prin- 
cess, and have the child essential to found- 
ing his house. 

“I was prepared for this, but the blow 
is no less mortal,” Josephine cried when he 
told her of his decision. 

“My destiny overmasters my will,” he 
replied. “My dearest affections must be 
silent before the interests of France.” 

“See that star,” Josephine said point- 


AND JOSEPHINE 


ing at the sky as he had once done 
on their wedding night long years be- 
fore. "If you divide it, it will fall. 
Fortune came with me, it will go with 

e." Then she slumped down on the 
floor unconscious. 

When Napoleon married Princess 
Marie-Louise of Austria, he still con- 
tinued to send Josephine affectionate 
letters and to pay her secret visits. 

On his abdication in the spring of 
1814 after the defeats which forced his 
capitulation to the Allies, he wrote to 
Josephine: 

I have heaped benefits upon 
millions of wretches. What have 
they done for me? They have all 
betrayed me — yes, all. I except 
from this number, the good Eugene 
(the same Eugene who as a boy 
had first brought them together), 
so worthy of you and me. 





Adieu, my dear Josephine. Be 
resigned as I am, and never forget 
him who never forgot and never will 
forget you. Farewell, Josephine. 

NAPOLEON 

P.S. I expect to hear from you 
at Elba. I am not very well. 

When the Empress Marie-Louise 
refused to share Napoleon's exile on 
Elba, Josephine sent him this moving 
message: "Ah, Sire, why cannot I fly 
to you? Say the word and I depart." 


HEN JosEPHINE was taken ill 
and clutching a picture of Napo- 
leon in a hand that still wore the 
wedding ring carrying the inscription 
— “To Destiny” — she murmured this 
prayer: “Oh, God, watch over Napoleon 
in the desert of this world . . . and may 


this image of my husband bear me wit- 
ness that my latest prayers were for 


him..." Her last words before she 
died late that May were, “Isle of Elba.” 

On escaping from Elba Napoleon 
visited the doctor who had cared for 
Josephine in her final illness. “She 
died of a broken heart, Sire, while 
worrying about you on the island of 
Elba,” the doctor told him. 

Napoleon spent an hour alone in 
the room where she died at Malmaison, 
the lovely chateau where she had lived 
for so long, before setting off for his 
last date with destiny on the rolling 
fields near a little Belgian village called 
Waterloo. 

Six years later as he lay dying on 
St. Helena in the South Atlantic, with 
the miniature of Josephine, which he 
had once carried over his heart into 
battle, on the wall beside him, Napoleon 
uttered hislast words—‘‘France. Armée. 
Téte d' armée. Joséphine.”” ——tHE END 


American Heritage Publishing Co., inc. 


"MY EMPRESS!” French painter Jacques-Louis David depicted the moment when 
Napoleon crowned Josephine in his “Coronation of Napoleon!” This is a detail of the painting, which hangs in the Louvre 







PERIODIC PAIN 


Every month Bonnie felt * 

"blue" because of functional menstrual 
distress. Now she just takes Midol and 
goes her way in comfort because Midol 
tablets contain: « An exclusive anti- 
spasmodic that helps Stop Crampinc 
* Medically-approved ingredients that 
RELIEVE HEADACHE, Low BACKACHE . . . CALM 
Jumpy Nerves » A special, mood-bright- 
ening medication that Cases “Buues.” 


Bonnies 


GAY 


Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 
is the Balanced Laxative! 


Brings more complete relief 
than any single-purpose laxative _ 


Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia is both a 
laxative and an antacid. That's why it’s 
called the balanced laxative. And that’s 
why it brings you more complete relief 
than any single-purpose laxative. 

As a laxative, Phillips’ works thor- 
oughly but gently, for truly comfortable 
relief. As an antacid, Phillips’ relieves 
heartburn and queasiness and other acid 
discomforts that often accompany ir- 
regularity. No single-purpose laxative 
can give such complete yet 
gentle relief. 

So next time you need a Pm. 
laxative, take Phillips’ Milk PHAUPS); 
of Magnesia—in regular or iones i 
mint-flavored. For more em 
complete relief, get Phillips’, 
the balanced laxative. 
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Decorate Your Home With — Sm 
Beautiful “Lifelike Landscapes” 





MOUNTAIN VIEW 





PEACEFUL STREAM 


THIS WEEK, Dept. RP, P.O. Box 124 
Grand Central Station, New York 17, N.Y. 


Please send me the Rod Palmer landscapes I have checked 
below at $1 each, or all 4 for $3 on full money back guarantee if 
Iam not delighted. 




















Check Box 
O Mountain View [] Autumn Leaves 
C Peaceful Stream Woodland Pool 
Enclosed is $.. 5... 
Please Print 
City.. a ..Zone.. . State. . 


[m] SAVE! ial Offer: Order two sets p all 4 prints for only 
Eu Extra set makes an it 


——————————— ey 


AUTUMN LEAVES 





WOODLAND POOL 


This Week Offers Exquisite Oil Paintings As 
Full-Color Prints. Only *1 For One — All 4 For Only $3 


You've never seen such fabulously lifelike and beautiful landscapes captured by an artist's brush. 
The rich colors of these American scenes can only be suggested in the small reproductions above. 
The blue sky, golden leaves and skillful blending of many other luxurious colors must be seen in the 
full size prints to be appreciated. 


Rod Palmer, the creator of these lovely paintings, has won acclaim for the remarkable way he sets 
one color against the other to bring out the best of each. Seen as a whole, each painting is a master- 
piece of delicate detail and sweeping, over-all beauty. 


OFFER WILL NOT BE REPEATED 


To get your beautiful “Lifelike Landscapes” you must mail the coupon now. Each print is 16" by 
20” (about the size of a big newspaper page), has a white border. You will be delighted with the 
new color and beauty they will bring to your home. This offer will not be repeated in THIS WEEK. 
Be sure to mail the coupon today. 


LAST LAUGH By HOEST 










SACRILEGE — Continued 


cross He came down from. Look, it’s like 
in say another 1964 years and the arche- 
ologists — whatever they are — we saw 
some digs on television, like they found a 
capsule but never said it had made an orbit, 
see? Just hung up the capsule. We got 
things for Him to do. In my red letter book 
it says, He goeth before you into Galilee. 
In red letters it says that.” 


ATHER KELLY said, “So you decided 
like Joseph of Arimathea, who was a 
good man and a just, to — take Him 
down?" "He asked me to," Willie said. 
A long, still moment which would never 
come again. To any of them. 
Willie said, "That's why I was laughing 
— get it? I thought everybody'd be glad — 
He began to howl noisily. He was a frantic, 
overwrought small boy now. He threw him- 
self into his mother’s arms, and his father, 
looking halfway between "we've all gone 
nuts" and "we ought to be burned at the 
stake," said, "Take it easy, pal, just take 
it easy." 
Joe Garcia looked around. Father 
Kelly's eyes were closed. Grown-up people 





weren't allowed to talk in red letters, but 
His Master had said not to forbid little chil- 
dren. Father Kelly was trying to obey. 
Hello, Garcia said to himself when he got 
to Policewoman Kehoe, she's not bad-look- 
ing when she's all lit up like that. His own 
head was swimming and suddenly he began 
to laugh. 

"What's funny?” Hilda Kehoe said. 

“Well,” Joe Garcia said, “in Korea we 
had a lieutenant as young and small as they 
take 'em in the Corps. When the top kick 
got a little tough, the kid’d say, ‘Never 
mind, sarge, you know it says “and a little 
child shall lead them”.’ ” 

They all laughed, hopefully. Anxious 
to get their feet back on the ground. No 
more nonsense. If you started believing 
things like this, it made it real, and sooner 
or later you'd really have to do something 
about it. 

Willie was almost asleep on his mother's 
shoulder. He opened one eye and said to 
Joe Garcia, "Are you going to put Him 
back up there?" 

Joe Garcia didn't answer him. 


Nobody did. 





NEXT WEEK: Clancy could sing, her grandfather could cook — but it didn't help on the Riviera 
until an old box revealed its secret in William Brandon’s hilarious “Beautiful Clancy” 









SPURNS ETE AT EE LA TIE EY ST TT LEY TS NE RL SION 


RR AMON TE 


it's really no puzzle 


YOU GET MORE FROM 
NEW VITAMIN TABLET WITH 
BLOOD-STRENGTHENING IRON 


— than the 5 other leading vitamin tablets! 


Here's a remarkable new vita- 
min tablet that can do more for 
you because there's blood- 
strengthening iron in it. It's 
called BREAKFAST VITAMINS. 

Just one BREAKFAST VITAMINS 
tablet gives you the Vitamin B, 
of a pound of cooked ham, the 
Vitamin D of a full quart of milk, 
the Vitamin B,. of 3% ounces 
of round steak and seven other 
vitamins your meals may lack. 
In addition each BREAKFAST 
VITAMINS tablet contains blood- 
strengthening iron — as much 


iron as you get in four ounces of 
beef liver. 

You no longer have to worry 
about vitamin-skimpy breakfasts 
when you start the day with 
BREAKFAST VITAMINS. Start the 
day right—with Vitamin Power 
plus blood-strengthening iron. 
Get BREAKFAST VITAMINS today. 





Next Week’s Issue... 


November 22, 12:25 P.M. (Texas time): Lady 
Bird Johnson, wife of the Vice President, 
was in a Dallas cavalcade thinking of 
the pecan pies at LBJ Ranch that were 
being baked for Jack and Jacqueline Ken- 


nedy’s visit. 


November 23, 12:30 P.M. 


(Washington time): she had been First Lady 
of the U.S. for a full day. The tense 
moments of the transition are graphically 
told in "First Lady's First Hours" by 
Frances Spatz Leighton. 


Don't miss next week's 


This Week 


MAGAZING 
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AFTER 35 
REAL RELIEF 


FROM 


CONSTIPATION 


If you're over 35 and feel grouchy 
and out-of-sorts, your'trouble may be 
constipation caused by a slowed-down 
system. Try SERUTAN, the all-vegetable 
laxative aid that provides the peri- 
staltic stimulation to wake up your 
slowed-down system to more normal 
regularity. This is different from pills, 
salts and oils. SERUTAN provides the 
naturally laxative hydrogel in 


fruits and vegetables. So, after P 
35, take SERUTAN daily for 


real relief from constipation. = 
CERUTAN 


ye " POWDER.OR 
‘Read it Backwards’ GRANULAR 


OUT | Great Entertainment for Everyone 
PIN s 


BES in COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB'S 


pr 
Dr 


E / 
1061. Also: A Taste 1014. Also: Wasn't 1164. Also: Just Let 1002. Also: What 1012. Also: What Do 1155. Aiso: Home On 1046. Also: Fly Me 8. Also: ! Wanna 
of Honey, My Honey's the Summer Short?, — MeCry, Understand, Kind of Foo! Am !?, 1 Care, Forty Shades The Range, Tennes: To The Moon, | Re- Ci MG COET 


Loving Arms, etc. Marianna, ete. Misty, Cry, ete. May Each Day, etc. of Green, etc. see Waltz, etc. [OLPC available in stereo) 


DES TONY Meets | RAY CONNIFF 
EE tcrra k J his Orchestra 
Tale e C O | and Chores 
E n 


D] 
Er 


1166. “A brilliant 1024. The Good Life, 1052. Also: Lookin’ 1167. Also: Diamond | i 1 1037. “The most ad- 1190. Down to Darby, 1017. Also: Wheel of — 1048. Also: Ciao, 
musical scon Someone to Love, If for Love, The Gir! Head, Magnificent J venturous musical Barbara Allen, The Fortune, Blueberry Ciao, Bambina; Pis- 


Dra airs EC Oe ee eC EE DUET REC Oid-Timer, 9 mo: Hill, Cry, etc. catore; etc 


9$ — om GREAT STARS! GREAT HITS! BEST OFFER EVER! 


1130. Also: AI T UL Meee TO E E 1142. Also; Memphis, 
Love, Come Softly to — Georgia Brown, Phi- Near You. LIne 
Me, Hey Baby, etc. — losophizin', etc. lahassee Lassie, etc. 


OF THESE BEST-SELLERS 
IN YOUR CHOICE OF 


if you begin your membership by purchasing any one of these records—and agree to buy 
1144. Also: Charms, 1030. "Music is ex- 1133. Also: The End 


1145. A Hard Rain's 
Our Winter Love, uberant...splendid of The World, He'll only six additional selections from the more than 400 to be offered in the next 12 months eee 
Ruby Baby, etc. tunes."—New Yorker Only Hurt You, etc. All Right, 12 more 


1004. Green Leaves — 1090. "This is an ex 1005. Also: Truly Do, 1054. A sumptuous 1153. Puf, The Magic — 1038. Also: Smile, 1123. "it soars and — 1138. Als! 1065. Also: Dusty 1032. “Rich melodic 
of Summer, My Tani, traordinary chorus." Breeze and |, Sleepy Come Softly to Me, outpouring of giori- Dragon; This Land [s — Some Like It Hot, it swings...a break» Mist, Quiet Winds, I'll Walk — score...brilliant." — 
Greenfields, 8 more — New York Times Lagoon, 12 in all Confidential, etc. ous melodies Your Land; 10 more — Magnificent 7, etc. — through."—Playboy ^ Bossa Nova, e! DUM MER ets 


TONY Y 
BENNETT 
I7 
art in 


an offer that enables you to get ANY SIX of the exciting 
records shown on this page — FREE! 

Simply write in the numbers of the SIX records you 
wish to receive FREE on the coupon at the right. Then 
choose another record as your first selection, for which 


1060. Born to Li 1182. Also: Let's 1019. Also: Rawhide, 1003. Also: Part 1050. Take This H: a ay pee A y to.93 foruan Diah TORTO 1023. Also: Love for 1098. “Fi TNT UN 
orn to Lose, . Also: Let's s0: Rawhide, . Also: Party in a ELELE il i ETUR ML IL rd TORA 
Four Walls, | Walk Twist Again, (Not Gunfight at O.K. Cor- Laguna, Barefoot mer, Salty Dog Blues e DE oml sciually zecelve seven Sale, Candy Kisses, and momentum." —  |HadAHammer, This 

PC A PMU CM en Venture, etc. Mama Blues, 10 mare Xue ‘bo inuicate Whetbbr yod Want oU SRVES. roD Marry Young, etc. N.Y. Worid-Telegram — Train, 12 in all 


T - ords (and all future selections) in regular high-fidelity SEND NO MONEY 
[e] @ € UIH PACIF or stereo. Also indicate the type of music in which you m E 
This Land fs Your Land 3 : are mainly interested: Classical; Listening and Dancing; Just Mail This Coupon Now 
Broadway, Movies, Television and Musical Comedies; = 
un Western; Teen Hits; Jazz. 
Sounbiy ad . COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB, Dept. 333-4 
spect pier PN the Club's staff Terre Haute, Indiana 
of music experts selects outstanding records from every = : ped 
mmu i field of music. These selections are fully described in blew the numbers of Bo aix A A A a AES 
É ini i i i e 1 so indicated thi d I u s fi 
1022. Also: Mean to 1010. Also: Railroad 1183. A hit album by — 1031.Completescare — 1114. Cry Your Eyes ees ee Ieutic Maren qMNCHOQU TO Selection, for which I am to be billed $5.98 (regular high- 
LX TE MUN CRC ee TIT a oe Cg EVE IOS COCA MORUS, : x fidelity) or $4.98 (stereo), plus a small mailing and handling 
[T Seng, Whistle, etc. the family to enjoy Hammerstein hit + Heart; 12 in all You may accept the monthly selection for the field of charge. 
music in which you are mainly interested, or take any of Send my 7 rassrda amd ail 


the wide variety of other records offered, or take NO future selections in (cheek one) L] REGULAR [] STEREO 


‘STEVE E THE YENTURES PLAY X record in any particular month. 


Àp ^ Your only membership obligation is to purchase six 

NON TIER E TELST R. a more selections from the more than 400 records to be Dias O listening & Danci Cez 
THE $ e offered in the Club Magazine during the coming 12 D Classical Fr cw 

LA DOLCE VITA LONELY & 2s E months . . . and you may discontinue membership at any O Broadway, Movies, Television & Musical Comedies 

|- 9 More Movie Hits * BULL A ovt à E time thereafter. If you continue, you need buy only four L] Country & Western O Teen Hits 


coun ^ i i i ct records from uny field of 
E LL records a year to remain a MET is ee m aster aeree topurchast Sis me En selections hrom tne more 
5 a H an 400 to fered during the coming 12 months, a 
UE MR ME M MN CMM, tinue as a member after fulfilling your enrollment agree- WM xeftiar Club price plus a smail maling and handling charge, 
Rain, 12 in all Sunday, etc Kansas City, etc. Rock, Calcutta, etc. Know, etc. ment, you will receive — FREE — a record of your choice in good standhig T need purchase only 4 records a-yeer, abd 
for every two additional selections you buy. I will receive a 12” record of my choice FREE for every two 
The records you want are mailed and billed to you at such records I purchase. 
the regular Club price of $3.98 (Classical $4.98; occa- 
sional Original Cast recordings and special albums Name. . 
somewhat higher), plus a small mailing and handling yass 


charge. Stereo records are $1.00 more. Address. 


+ Pipeline 
E 
ML 

$ wont 





Iam mainly interested in the following type of music: 


NOTE: Stereo records must be played 
only on a stereo record player. City. 
‘Records marked with a star (+) have been 
electronically re-channeled for stereo. 
1175. Also: Twist and 1035. “Most lavish, 1016. Also: Do-Re- 1026. Also: Great 1013. Also: Twelfth Telephone Womber:. . 


Shout, Playboy. (Not beautiful musical; a Mi, The Children's Pretender, Enchant- of Never, No Love, COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB e Terre Haute, Ind. 


available in stereo) triumph Marching Song, etc.* ed,Magic Touch, etc. — Came to Me, etc. x 
BOBBY RYDELUS 
BIGGEST HITS [. ^1 


APO, FPO addressees: write for special offer 
CANADA! prices slightly higher; 1111 Lestie St., Don Mills, Ont. 
Hf you vant this membership credited to'an established 
'lumbla or Epic record dealer, authorize t sub- 
1007. Also: Pretty 1175. Also: King of 1043. Midnight In 1057. Also: Johnny TESTER scriptions, fill in his name and address heres ee sul 


i eee ee a ee Comanche, Jim — numbers. "lt'sgreat — Can't Help It, True perfectly wonder-  School,etc.(Naot I 
DTI MITTEN the Shore, 12 ín all — Bridger, etc. fun!" Playboy Love, Crying, 8 more — ful!"—Ed Sullivan available im stereo 
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Columbia Records Distribution Corp., 1964 701/864 


